With these words Captain Hatzfeld got up, took his
leave, and went to the bar to pay for one of the bottles of
champagne drunk at M. Tiercelin's table, which he himself
had ordered. Michaud was about to do the same, but his
host forbade him, adding that he should be really hurt if
Michaud insisted. The conversation dragged on for a few
minutes, and then silence came upon the table. Michaud,
shamed by his fear of the German officer, was gloomy and
irritable. Tiercelin excused himself on the plea of having
matters to see to, and left him alone in Olga's company.
She made him drink the last glass of champagne, and again
began the game of embraces, whispers, clinging hands.
His gloom vanished, he became more animated, and
recovered the state of excitement and intoxication which
had come upon him a little while before. Olga's methods
of expressing her liking for him were perhaps unconven-
tional, but he didn't see any harm in that. There was an
ardour and abandonment in her behaviour, revealing a
naive and sometimes childlike sincerity, that was extremely
charming. She managed to convey, without precisely
saying so, that she was wholly disinterested, that she
wanted nothing from him but his affection. He was gen-
uinely touched. * A bourgeois,' he thought with a touch of
pride, c would be scandalized and indeed embarrassed by
such true goodness of heart.' Suddenly he realized that it
was getting late, and announced that he must go. ' Yes/
she said simply. * Let's go/

While Olga was making-up in the lavatory, where the
barman brought her a five-hundred franc note on behalf of
M. Tiercelin, Michaud said good-bye to his host, and thanked
him for his friendly reception. They exchanged a few further
rapid comments on domestic discipline, and M. Tiercelin
made him promise to come back and spend an evening at
the Pomme ffAdam*